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Once upon a time a 
loving mother came 
upon her young 
daughter, tears 
streaking down her 
face as she was 
ripping a once 
beautiful rose to 
shreds. She sat down 
beside her and quietly 
asked, “Why are you 
destroying that dear?” 


The small child looked 
up at her mother, 
poking a bloodied 
finger up to her. "It 
hurt me so I am 
hurting it back!” 
Gathering her beloved 
child into her arms, 
the mother asks, 
"What does the rose 
have to say about 
this?” 


The child's face 
screwed up, her 
brows wrinkling in 
deep concentration 
before she answered, 
"nothing Mama, it is 
quiet.” 


"Ahhh yes", said the 
mother, "tis a Silent 
Rose you must 
treasure above all 


others. It is beautiful 
and must be nurtured 
in order to thrive.” 


The child looked up to 
her mother, 

confusion clearly 
written on her face. 
"But Mama? Why 

did it hurt me so bad 
if it's so special?” 


"Well", replied the 
mother as she 

lovingly pushed a 
chestnut curl from 

the girl's forehead, 

"You must think on it 

as you would a 

treasured friendship. 
Enjoy beauty, Treasure it 
and above all else, always 
try to be kind. 
Sometimes, you'll get 
hurt. It is at these 
times daughter that 

you must be even more 
gentle and nurture it 
back with compassion.” 


Cupping the childs 
chin, she smiled 
looking into her eyes, 
"And if you find it 
nearly destroyed, take 
the time to make it 
right again. 

Something useful and 
even good can come 
from most anything in 
life dear.” 


The child's face lit up 
as she stood and urged 
her mother to folow 
her. "Mama, I have 

an idea.” The small 
girl moves to the table 
and very gently begins 


plucking the petals, 
adding them one at a 
time to a priceless 
crystal bowl. Sill 
holding the stem with 
the thorns, she drops 

it in the trash barryl 
before turning to her 
mother. "I put the best 
part somewhere 

special Mama and it's 
still beautiful... The 
bad I threw away and 
I'll forget about it. 


Her mother gathers 

her into her arms, 
giving her a tight hug, 
before kissing the 
injured finger. the 
small girl beams up to 
her mother and states 
matter of factly, ” It 
doesn't hurt so bad no 
more Mama.” 
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